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THE EXH

Amateur Actors Will Cringe|
and Blush a Little at *‘The |
Toveh-Bearers.’ |

BEORGE KELLY'S satirical com- |
G edy, “The Torch Bearers,” now |
gt the Vanderbilt ‘I‘h.catel‘.['
opens merciless fire on asplring ama-
teur theatricals in geperal .and th0|
Littlo Theater movement in particu-
lar. The first act {s laid in the draw-|
ing room of the home of i‘redarlck!
itter in a small clty, Mrs. Ritter {8
expluining to her husband, just re-—ll
turned from a business trip, how she |
happened to fall helr to tho leading
feminine role in the play which her
{riends are presenting, when the lead-
ing woman, Mrs, Jimmy Sheppard, lost
lier husband suddealy.

Futter (taking a cigar from his case)—
Uid be know that she was to play one
of the leiding parts?

Mrs, Ritter~Who, Mr, Sheppard?

Ritter—Yes,

Mrs. Ritter—Why, of course he dld;
Ebe'd fust finlahed telling him—when he
foll ever. My dear, poor Clara Shep-
pard iz & wreek, You wnnt to write her
i note, Fred, when you get time. And
he never spoke—not a solitary word. But
slie says, just s he was dying, he
gnyve her the funnlest look, Oh, she
sava If ghe lives to be a thousand she'll
wever forget the way he looked at her.

¥ltter (moving over from the right,
whera ho has been stunding, toward the
mantelpiecs)—Had he ever sten her act?

Mry. Ritter—I don't know whether he
evir had or pot. Yes, ho had, too; for
1 saw him myeelf wt the Century Draw-
inz Rooms last Master Monday night:
and sho was In that play that night
there—don't you remember?

Mra, ftitter, preparing her husband for
ihe faot that & reheursal la to be held
fit their home, informs him that Mra.
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*{ would have put in your place lo

responds by sllencing Mra Tell with a
geature.)

Mrs, Ritter (coming to Mre VMell's
right)—Where'd you seo her, Nelly?

Mrs. Ifell—In Darlington's, at the
mourning ecunter.
Mra. P, (without coming out of ler

abstraction)—Is she gol=g in black?

Mra, Yell—My dear, she’'s in {t
already.

Mrs, P.—S8he's very foulish, under the
elreumstances,

Mys. Fell—That's what I told her to-
day. 1 pald, “Don't be  spectaculasr,
dear; 1t'll only make it more difficult
for you when you want to marry again.

And,"” 1 sald, “you probably will marry
again'

Mra, P.—Of course sho will

Mrs. Fell—"For you're a compara-
tively young woman, 8o, I sald, “just
get through these next few months as
pndramatically as possible. I know he
was your flrst husband, and all that,
but,” 1 =ald, “alfter all, he Was only your
husband ; It isn't as though you'd lost
some one who was very close to you—
like one of your own people, 1 mean,
or something like that. And' I eald,”
“another thing, darling—always remem-
ber—he'd have very soon put another
{n your place (f it had been you."

Mrs, P.—1 shguld say he would.

Mrs, Fell—ATNd I felt

addresses right now of several that hg
ago,
on)y for the law."
Mrs P.—She must have known it
Mrs. Fell—Of course, she knew it. She
savs no one will ever know how she
feels ghout losing that part. Because,

| she says, ghe knows she could have dona

go much with {t. And she says she

|

| with your llnes; the play is the thing.

Lcharmed life.

ke snyinl.!
| "And 1 could gife you the names and

Mrs. P—Go on with your lines, Paula.
Are. Ritter—Woell, ia he dead, Betty?
Mrs. I’ (@6 the curtaln comunences to
descend)—Nevar mind, darling, g0 an

Now, children, we wiil go right on from
wherps Mr, Ritter foll downstairs,
. . .

In the farcical second act the play,
which Is Itself called *"The Torch
Fearers,” ls presented, with dire results.
Propertfes get lost or are used Improp-
erly. Some of the cast lose thair Unes
and one of them loses half hiy false mun-|
tache. Another falnts as he leaves the
stage, and practically all the playora
trip over the doorsill as they entor or
exit, After the performance tho curtain
gets stuck as Mrs. Pampinelll starts to
take a bow fur no particular reason.
Confusion ls worse confounded, but they
all have a grand time and are perfectly
convineed they covered themselves with
glory., It ls, in &hort, tha typleal ama-
teur performance. Iltter, having re-
covered from his previous attack. eteals
off to the performance at the risk of
loslng consciousness again. Ho man-
ages, however, to make hls way homa
surreptitiously after the performance,
and the third act opens with him talking
to Jenny, the servant. *

Jenny—Oh, JMr. Ritter! (she moves
toward the door at the back). T didn't
hear you come In, sir! Is the show
over?

Ritter (stopplng [n the center door)—
I's all over town by this time,

Jenny (dtanding at the left of the
doory—Mrs. Ritter just telephoned o
minute ago.

Ritter—1gs shie alive?

Jeuny—Allve, Mr, Ritta? .

Ritter (moving forward toward thoe
table)—Because [f she I she's got a
(He¢ commences to re-
move hia gloves). The Seamen's Instl-
tute., God help them on a night like
this!

Jenny—She was anxious to Lknow {f
¥you were stlll unconscious,

Ritter—If she telephones egain tell
her yes, (F'o thrusts his gloves nto his
overcoat pocketa and starts to remove
hls overcoat).

Jenny (helping him with his coat)—
Aln't you feelin' well agaln, My, Ritta?

Ritter—Nbp, Jenny, T'm not.

enny—Well, I'm sure I'm sorry, sin
tter—And after that exhibition to.
night, I don't think I ever ghall feel

i

Mary Boland as the complacent amateur in “The Torch-Bearers.”

want me? (Ehe nods yes.) Who s 1t7
Pollce Ileadquarters, I'll bet a ten dol-
lar note! Tell them I had absolutely
nucthing to do with her golng on, that

L
Mrs. R.—What scared you, dear?
Ritter (turning and looking at her)—
I was gfrald every minute somobody
wag golng to shoot you!
Mrs. &, (after f bewildered pause)—

COMEDY

Ritter—-Why, they didn't even know
thelr lines,

Mrs P, (comlng back from the win-
Aow)—That is a falsshood! They ran
over every line last night, right here
in this reom; and they knew practically
j 11l of them,

Ritter—What good wgs that, It they
couldn't remember them on the stage*

Mrs. P. and Mrs. R. togethor—Mrs,
.1 They could remember them. Mrs IL:
I could remember them on the stage,l
never missed one lne!

-Ritter——She and that other woman
|sat there blinking at the audlence lke
‘i couple o! sparrow hawie.
| Mrs, P~—They did nothing- of the
kina. "

Mrs, Fell-—Of course they didn't,

Iitter (to Mrs, Foll)—How do gou

ow? You weren't out there

Mrs, Fell—I could see them through
\the scenery, couldn’t 17 And they didn't
look anyiling llke a couple of sparrow
hawks, as you say. ;

Mrs, P—Well, &8 1've mever seen a
couple of sparrow hawls, I can't ap-
preciats the comparigon.

Ritter—Waell, you'd have seen a couply
to-night, if you'd been with me. b

Mrs, R~—Don't argue with him, Betty;
he's only trying to be smart.

Ritter—Why didn't one of them say
something? -

Ire. P.-——Whnt could they have sald?

Ritter—Why, any commonplace! .t'd
have been better than just sitting thero
blinking.

Mrs, P.—One oau't):o commonplace in
high comedy.

Ritter—Waa that what it was? >

Mrs, P.—What did you think it was?

Ritter—You tell her, Nelly; I haven't
got the lhieart, ,

Mrs, Fell (looking at Mrs. Pamplnelli
and then back to Ritter)—You ig
thing. (There ls a pruse. Ehe platen
hor hand on Paula's shoulder), Den't
let him upset you this way, Faula.

Mrs, P.—I suppose you would have
ealipsed Edwin Booth if ¥ou liad boen
up thore.

Ritter—Well, I'd have Lnown better
than to sit blinking at the audlence,

Mrs, R—I didn’t blink at ths audi-

ence |
Mrs, ‘Fell--Don't answer him, honey.
Mrs. P.—What could they have done
under the clreumstances?
L Ritter—Why, they could have covered
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Birds in

The whistle of woodcock
and the whirr of grouse—a

startling challenge comes from
every hillside and copse. .

Ankle deep in swirling leaves

1 didn't hear about it until last night,
and tkat I've been unconscious ever
nince ! (He stops andJooks at hef.)
Janny—The Times!
Ritter~My God, the newspapers have

it up If they'd had any brains!
Mgu. !’.—-f‘o\'a.’crl it up with what?
Ritter—Why, with anything! Im-
promptu converaasion !
Mys. F.—And dave the aondience laugh

—the pungent smell of
Autumn fires on the wind--
why try longer to resist the
woodland’s lure?

exactly well again.
Jenny—Was It a sad play?
Ritter—The 'saddest thing I've ever
seen in my e,
Jenny—I alus ery when a show {3 sad.

J. Duro Pampinelll, an officious mem-
ber of the group, will direct the per-
Tormgne, K

Ars, Nitter—No, sho doesn't take any
purt—she's just in chirge of everything. |

gimply cannot walt untll to-morgew
night to see Paula's interpretation "of
It—eghe's heard so much about it

Mrg, P.—Ia sho coming to the perform-

But why should anybody vhoot me,
darling¥ o
Ritter—For trying to aet]! Making o

Alison Skipworth, as the Little holy show of vourself in front of the

2 : to-morrow night? . got hold of it! I'a ¥ 3 - :
ititter—That suits her better. Theater Directress, showing how ar,‘\;':r Fell—&ho sa he wil i 3 5 community! (She watches him, in ?
: L : T > Mre. vs ehs 1,804 tha Hitter—That s0? g Jenny (Into the telephone)—Well, &t them i 5
Mre. Ritter—Kind of a dlrectress, I the “bird-wing” gesture is managed. performance If she has to dlegulse her- | Jenny—7Yes, sir. And a funny thing |just a minute, pleage. pussled ”tjfnce' T 54 o\ .n| Ritter—They laughed anyhow, didu't Through the Abercrombie
' so vou'd call her. (He 18 lighting Mrs, IL—Didn't you like me, Fred . A
AUPRAsS -°1-d S i & fontit apund af =clf, J abgut me ls, the sadder it is the moro | Ritter (Taking a step or two townrd | piren 1 gig till 1 saw you act. | they? : 1t & Fitch store, from its won-
E Alg olgar :H‘I 113?[ 6:3_ S inis s 5, vou | Eitter (a8 thongt aNocked- and dafp- | (2N Ritter—Doesn’t that sound just |1 cry. - hor)—Tell them she.did it on & het! Mre, R. (rather hei,p!eaety a5 tho it Mrg, Fell-—That was not Lh_el_:: m\‘\'rh't derf nrack. vrith Stah

EJr"'f'm""mu' rnwé’ 8o We won't be run- : SR 1 Hike Bet? ' Ritter—You'd have had a blg night | Jonny—The Times NeWsSpaper Wamts | uation dswns upon her)—Why, Mrs Rip=Wabeo: Sas Wb BhY :: BURTRCE, W & masn~
R Tl caoh: pther < ATn Sakee NE] o TLgant Sy ach things! Mra. P.—~Yes—she's 6o full of dramatic | if you'd been with me.| You'd better |to know If Mys, Ritter has & full 1en8™h | pampinelli sald 1 wus o groat artist, | Morpened to the skinny guy's = 4stacho less collection of sporting
;-l:f- out of his mouth, laughs, and Mres. Ritter—Well, really, Fred, you l“;':;:_';':“l_,en Hd mever Gpopecidted it :eﬂ'e :hoac r::rt :zerel. 1.:rcrm:f'. 1 may | hotograph of herself for the morning Ritter (taking the clgar from 'hm “";; it }"’f;"rfi‘:\’,"?ﬁ:ﬁ,;‘:’.’f;f:‘f&:‘?”' arms, to the big fireplace in
iNvows the T Y n inte the fire- | have no ldea the feeling that came over prtda Sk v leave town agaln to-night. paper, mouth 7. il hing itte T, o, B, i Sy = you
E.’f:::_: t}ti:ﬂlr_\l-inge;‘u;:u -I,lzvo :‘o i:;.::l me when she said t,h,”g “Well,” ]I e lh‘fi\E:h.P yev s has do fiak auer Jenny—1'll put them rizht here, (She Ritter (Golng out into the hallway pnmpu‘eﬁ}‘ is nun'f.';&be bfé:rly"“:{;?s Oh, It only fell off twico; ‘dou& exag- !‘.he Iog cabm on ﬂ’_l{-} ]_'oof, t:here
how casy ft i« to run Into & person on - 3 b-:u:.\ {'* m_‘t;“‘{e!y‘:;-pr;:amé’?“ lays them across the geat at the back, jand up the sialrs)—Tell them, NO| greatost NUM. +(Mrs, Pampinelll, who se;&;ll_.:!Failﬁfyﬁuu%t?dl?ﬂ?;;!' is the echo of whlrnng wings.

“Betty, what on earth are we going to Jenny (Into the telephone)—Hello!

to the right of the center door.) Did

has been standing back of the drapery

+ the stage. You've got to know where :
e g every  time you move,|do!” Because the tickets wera all sold, ,,;‘!:firl‘,;f;ﬁ:;é understand e Was VEIY | they clap much when Mrs. Ritia @ine| Ritter—But that she'll have some | over at the right in o state of puzslod g g tines s was. 4t Subs
"ha ® ¥ ? g “Wel),” “Paul s B . ished? i tak ts out of jalll | {rresolut yaionlly osed to fall o ! £
What are you lsughing at you kmow. “Well,” she euld, “Pauis, | Mrs, Fel—Oh, yes. s e s en as goon as she gels o i :m t:mi?::;tf;:c‘ts. rhysically, Lo this |BOREE B0 B eaing down to the right)—" Games fOI' the

Halloween Fireside

Ritter—I was just thinking of s few
af the things I've heard Mra, Pam-
pirelli ealled.

Mrs.
nice of you, Fred Ritter!
doa’s like her,

1itter—I like her all right.

Ars. Ritter—You do not, now, Fred;
=0 dun't say vou do.

Ritter—1 think she's marvelous,

Mra, Ritter—Wel], she's tremendously
elever about this stage business, 1 don't
cf » what you say. (e #seta tho cigur
n his mouth at & rather challenging
fngle, rests lle elbows on the table and
squlnta through the curling emoke with
an exprescion susceptidle of Infinite in-
wrpretation.) You juet should hear bher
talic about it sorme time. Now, the last
relienrsal we had, over at her house,
ghe spoko on “Technique in Acting as
Diastingulshed from Method"; and you
have no idea how interesting It was

Ritter—You say You've given this show
Lofora? 4

Mre. Ritter—Oh, yesa!
tha fourteenth at the Civie Club, And,
dear, that audlence just loved It
u'd be surprised, too, for it's a
Iy =orjous thing. T2 fact, In a
it's too serious for the general

We gave it on

wav,

public, That's the reason several of the
people who sew it suggested that if we
siva it again we should give a dance
right after i, (Heo leans around aguin

and Knocks more ushes into ths fire-
1 ) But, of course, as Mrs. Pampl-
nelt ¥, It"a an absolute Impose/biiity
to give o dance at either the Clvie Club
of the Century Drawing Rooms. Seo
that’'s how we're giving it this time
wn at Hutchy Kutchy.
er—Where?
Tiitter—At

Hortleultural Hall

1iitter—Oh, now, that fsn't a bit |
I know you

the only thing 1 esco to do, !2 to have
vou step right into Clara EBheppard’s
role.” “"Me!” I sald. "Yes' she sall,
“you are the only person ln my aplnlen
who is qualified to play tha part.”
“But, my dear,” 1 sanid, “I've never
stepped on a stage In my life!” “That
is absclutely Inconsequential,'’ sha said,
“it's entlrely a matter of dramatic in-
stinet, and,'" she sald, “you have that
to a far greater degree than you have
any idea of.” And, really, Fred, avery-
body was saylng it was a positive
tragedy that, you couldn't have been
thare to see me. (The front deor bel)
rings incisively.) T never forgot myself
once,  (She moves toward the center
door. ) 1l guess that's
poople.
) Rittep—~Where do you do this
jere T

AMrs. Ritter~Yes,
have It fixed.
Ritter (rising suddenly)—] think I'l
beat it upslalrs,

thing,

juet the way we

- - -
Before he can cercape the players ar-
rive, Mra. Pumpineill comen in¢ with
Spindler, » ruther weak winded youth

continually saluting, who lhas made a
study of the Little Theaater movement
all over the country and who iz belng
usel by heér ne a sort of generfl utllity
man. Mre. Pampinelli gets to tulking
| of Jimmy Bheppard’'s death.

Mrs. P.—Dear me, 1 don’t know whan
anything hoas so upset me. 1 don't think
I closed an eye the entire night, wonder.
Ing whore on earth 1 should got some
one to play his wife's part, (Ritter
glancea at her us he pinces his clgur
In his mouth.) Because, you know, Mys
Sheppard was to play the part that

gome of the

Mrs, Fo—She seemed very optimlstlc
when I tull:ed to her on the telephons,

Mrs. Fell-Why, Frederlok wis won-
dering w
formance when Jimmy SBheppard dled,
and 1 wis telling him that you were
superstitious about u poutponemant,

Mra., P.—No, Nelly, T was not super-
rtiticuy, now, so please don't gay [ was—
I shouldn't care to have guch an im=
pression gat abroad,

Mrs, Pell=Weh, you were something,
Betry,

Mirsa P.—1 admit that T was some-
thing: but it wus not superstitious. (Ad-
dressing Ritter direetly) 1 was Intultive,
Mr. Ritter, (He turns to the fireplace
ard appears to be an unusually long
time disposing of his clgar ashes) |
havs struggied 20 long to tnaugurals a
Litle Theater Movemed! in this com-
munity that T intuitively anticlpated
tha oeceurrenco of somo obstacle to
thwert me. So that when the telephone
bell rang the night of Mr, SBheppurd's
death I sald to . myeelf, beforo I even
took down the recclver: “This 1z my
cvint. Something has huppened that s
golng to put my sincerity in this move-
ment fo the tedt, And I must remember
that, as Mr. Linecln sald, it is better
that we thould perish than that thosa
Meais for which we struggle should
porieh,'” (8he stops and looks at Mrs
Ritter, who Ia standing in the center
door chewilng, with a small wafer In

cne hand and n little glacs of claret in |

the other.)

The rehearsal, the ostensible husiness
of the evening, 18 about to start, Mre,
Pampinelll has some final {ustructions
for the pluyers. .

Mre. P.—When you're gotting on or
off the stage be very careful of thoie

; wa didn't postpone the per- !

Jenny—1 came out, right after she came
out.

Jenny (Toward the back at the left)
l—1'm dyin' till she gets home, to Nesr
how she felt.

Ittter (Taking a ciger from Lis case)
—1 don't tmagine she'!l Boma home-
right away., (He crosses to the little
smoling lable at the left, end Jenny.
| looking at him with o puzzled expres-
sion, moves toward the right.) For if
she’s not arrested befory’ merning on a
charge of ineiting to riet, 1'll get the
surprize of my lifa, (The telephone bell
Tingw) See who that ls, Jenny.

Jenny—Yes, sir, (Bhe goes cut Inte
the hallway to the telephone,)

Ritter--Anybody for me, I've gone
Into permanent rotirement,

Jenny (At tha telephone)—Yes? (H
waiches her fearfully.) Mr. Rita?
(He meakes o rapld movement to the
rortierss at the left and stands in gus-
penee.) Oh, Mrs. Ritta!

fitter—Wha do they want?

Jenny (Into the  tclephone)=—No,
mam, she "asn't got home yet. (To Fit-
ter, in a lower tone) Mre, Ritter,

Ritter—Who 1 1t the police?

Jenny (Into the telephone)—Al
right, Mre. Livingston, I'll give her your
messuge as soon ‘as she comes . Oh,
| you're more than welcome, I'm eure.
| (8he hangs up.)

Jutter—Mra, Livingston?

Jenny (Coming into the room again)
—Yeog, gir,

Ritter—-What does she want?

Junny—8he says she wanted to cons
gratulate Mra. Ritter on her performance
to-night.

Ritter—Did ghe see tho show?

LExit)

The wuthoritative Mrs, Pampinelll en~
tere, loaded with tiowers for Mra, Ritter,
wkilo Jenny brings in otheérs, which
Mrs. Pampinelll explains werg only half
of those received, three automoblles full
golng to the hospitals. After Jenny hae
bestowed the floral tributes about the
room Mrs. Pampinelll aslky i Mr. Ritter
has returned.

Jonny—Neo, mam, I haven't see any-
thing of him.

Mre, P, (laughing a bit and securing
a halrpind—=Foor man! Hig wife's suc-
cess hap very litely gone to hls head.

She crosses to the window at the right
and looks out.

Jenny—He went out of here about 8
o'elock.

Mre. I'—Yes, we were so surprised to
heur that he was there at all. (Coming
back, fanning herseif.) ecnusn Mrs.
Ritter had sald that he hadn't regained
consclousness up to the time she leit
tne house,

Jenny—He 'adn't, neither. 1 thought
I 'nd tovo ‘ends on mo when 1 came in
and saw ‘im puttin' on his 'ut and coat.

Nirs. P.—Well, did he seem all right?

Jenny—Yen, he geemed right cnough,
but he was awful pale lookin', And a
couple of tinies I spoke 1o ‘im he gave
me kind of & funny answer. Ho I pot a
bl frighfened, vou know, [ asked ‘im
{f hie knew where he was goln', and he
geld, ves, that he was goin’ to see “The
Torch Begcrers.” Xind of flighty, you
know,

Ars. P--Well, he would be, naturally.

Jenny—8o then, when he got outr to
the doer, ha turned round and he sez
tv me, “Jenny! If yYou never seo INo
azsin T want you to know that I died
In the cause of Art!" And he went out.

Mys. P.—He was probably rambling &

Mra. R.—&he says 1 ought to go on
with the work.

Ritter—8he meant the hoveswork!

Mri, R.—Bhe dldn't mean anything of
the Lind! Bhe suid I ought to go to
New York.

HEitter—That's 1t! It's a lot of that
kind of gub to poor things ilke you
thut keeps the New Yorl restuupants
gupplied with waoltresses! (He crosses
to the window at the right and selzirg
the fancy broesde with which it la
htung, gives it a Uitle yank 1o one atda
to laok out, This gesturs leaves him
laoking Into the frozen eyes of Mre.
Pampinelli.)

Mre. P. (lelly)=You eraaturs’

Ritter (turning smoothly away, 2
though he had been Lt with somathlag
in the right eye)—Another actress, (He
moves along over to the left. About
half way over he turns and saya over
hly loft shoulder) What did you do
coms through the window?

Mrs. P—1've bean hiding hers,

Ritter (eontinuing to  the left—1i
dan't blame you fler that show; I'va
been dalng the thing myself.

Mre, I (who has been staring wide
oyed at Mra. Pampinelll)—Oh, Muyu,
Pampinelll, you didn't hear what he's
been saying!

Mra. P—BEvery word,

Mry, L (#tarting to ory, and coming
around to tho chalr at the left of the
canter table to sit dowmd—Now, INred
Ritter, you see what you've done!
Mrs. Po~And I wouldn't have missed
It. (H8he moves from her Statucsque
attytude st the window and looking
bitterly at Ritter, whe has his back 1o
her, starts slowly neross toward the
table.) I'll know how to regard™ this

Well, what !t It fell off o dozen times:
everybody lnew It waen't real!l (ITe
roars).

Mrs, Fell—It's a lucky thing for you,
Frederick Itltier, that you're not my
husband ! - -

Ritter—That goea both ways, Nelly.

Mrs, Fell--Well, when you do some-
thing that you'll get so many flowera
that my Hmousine will have to make
threo trips to get.them to the various
hoepitals, we may pay mors attention
to what you Eay.

Ritter—1 suppore most of the audlence
have gope with them, haven't they?

Mrs, Fell—What? :

Mra. 1, (etrpightening v dpera
cloak)=Don't answer bhim, Tloanars
“Eavy loves o lofty mark.”” JThe next
time -we: have i part that calls-for a
very limited intelligencd we'll cngage
Mr. Ritter forMt, °

Rittar--Well, it wou do, he'll know
how to wilk acrosd the slage without
tripplug every other step.

Mre, Mell=Who tripped every other
atep? .

Titter—The weeping willow there.
{Mry. Riter beglns to weep afwgsh.),

Mrs, Fell—I don't know Low you're
not srrald to le ro.

Ititter—8he tripped when ahe first

‘eame through the door, T was looking

sight at her!

Mry, Po=(who has her hand on Paula's
showlder, comforting hLer)—She didn't
fall, fid she?

Ritter—No, but It looked for & while
there as thoogh she was golng to! I
very nearly hud heart fatlure.«

Mre. 1. (to Mra, Ritter)—Don't mind
him, Paula. (Paula crics and wil not
be eonsoled.)

Ritter—She tripped when she onmes on

0Old games and new games—

the latest house party games
from Europe and those which
amused our forbears, in the
days of Salem witcheraft.

Including the ancient

Chinese game of Mah Jong—
three thousand years old—be-
ing just now the game of the
m in America, Europe and

.

. Hand carved and richly col-

orgd Mah Jong sets, of ivory
and bone, imported from
China. /

s at Broad and Spruce, you know. .
- ) . Paula plays. . entle r
or—Yea," 1 know; whet'd you - wooden strips that ‘hey havs geross the |  Jenny (Settling the magazines and |y L man In tho future. I came home |the stage, she tripped when she went Hazard, baccarat, roulette, chess,
¥, [ ;‘#:—'—";3";‘:‘ t“: _:"]‘:.E;“gnrm-l B bottoms of-doors and don't trip, 1 really | books on the table)—8Bhe didn't say, sir, 2 JLenm._nut he walked #traight enough. I:I_Llr!-lr.-uilis' with these few flowers, as |off, :n : .h: trlnp:dmo\'e ¢ the rug when checkers,b kgammon, and all card
Ritter—Hutchy Kutchy. Mrs | P And It"dm“',’l‘ ’:gm' thinle that was what mude some of you | Ritter (Moving over to the window at!| 3ps. Pampinelll goea off with Jenny, Just & little acknowledgment of the ap- | ghe went over to the desk! games, with tables and eounters.

o get some one.
poesible to me for any one to mamorize
n hearing her that part in that length of time. o

JHtter—What's the show for, & charity | 1 thought at first of msking Clara
i some kind? | Ehepprrd to go on anyway, and 1 should

preclation that your work deserved, anyd
ull T hewr is gbuse, and o very crude.
but very venomous alttempt ag satirs
(Mrs, Ritter quite goes to pleces.) Cone
trol yourse!f, dear, I wouldn't plense

the right) —She didn't sees 1t If any of
those womien come back herc with Mre. |
Ritter, Jenny,—say that I'm not home
yet. Do you understand?

Jonny-—-Yes, sir.

Mis. P.—Bhe dldu't trip any oftener
than anybody else! (Ritter laughs.)

Mra. Fell—Nor half so often na some
of the othiers, now that you sgpoak of It!

Mra, =1 will admit that Mr. Hoase-

to nervouy at the Clvie Club the lust
time, 8o watch It, all of you, for they'll
probably have the samo thing down at
Hutchy Kutchy, There's pechaps noth-

telling the servant she will call “Sur-
prise” when sho wants her to come In
and sea tho effect of tho flowers on
Mre, Ritter, The latter appears, flushed
with her triumph and carrying her own

Imported  cloisonne  cigarette
boxes and ash trays—sporting novel-
ties in endlese variety, for gifts and
dinner favors.

uiwayy calls It that, and 1
getting Into the hablt, toe, ]

Mro. Kitter—It's for the Seamen's In-
titute. Kind of a refuge for them, you
know, whila they're o port. 8o the
sllors won't be wandering around the
sireets getilng Into bad company. It
w Mra. Pampinelli'a idea; wno, of
enurge, she dldn't want anything to hap-
pin. Eo she ealled me up first thing
in the marning, and she said, *'Paula,

| make an announcement, but, you see
|Mr. Sheppard was buried on the

fourteenth, snd that was the night of

the performance, and, us I thought 1t
| over, T felt that perhaps It was Just o
| little too mueh to expact of her (he
|m\-nu her another glance In turning to

ldtamse of nome ashes) considering ner

experience as an actress, 1 mean.

Ing in the world quite so disconcerting
ay to irlp as one comes on & stage, It
lsn't o bad golng off, but coming on
I have found that It requires a tromen-
dous artist to rise above |t.

The reliearsal procioads with numarous
Interruptions, with constant dlrections
by Mrs, Pamplinelll, who blandly passes
between two players as they not, begging

| of me,

Ritter (looking out the window)—
And that you haven't eeen anything

Jenny—7Yes, sir, Mr. Ritter, al! right.

Ritter—If my wife's alone, let me |
know as soon &8 she comes in.

Jenny—Yes, @ir, I wil (Teleplione
bell rings.)

him,

bouquet. 1ler husband comes down ihe S

ului?'s iooking like a ghost, and his | 1};‘_"---?-1'- 4 aeting again,

wite, having learned that he was st the | . 0 M P—You barbarian! (To Mry

peerformance, reproaches him for mot| BIU#E) Tull yoursalf together, darling
Mre, R (trying 1o stralghien up)—

tuking her home. 3
Mr:. Ritter—And when youdidn'tmme;"’ﬂ- I just can't, Mry. Pampinelll!

hack, of course, right away, I thought | NN F.—Loak ot the state of cmotien

something had happened to you. you've got this poor girl Into,
Ritter (without meving and In & tone- | Hitter—8ho's an cmotional

frogs Is i bit unsteady, but that {8 due
to hiy weak ankine

Ritter—What was the star's unsteadi-
nesy dus to?

Mrs, H.—The rugs!

Ritter—What?

| Mprs, P.—Thoge funny rugs that they

have down there. We djdn't use them
at the rehearsals, and, naturally, when

Men’s and Women’s

Outdoor Clothes

|
darling, have you hewrd the newa?” So, |  Ritter—Couldn't she have kept hig | thelr pardon politely, and with Incidcntal| Ritter (As Jenny goes out to angwer " (Mr b Sdiress | . .
OF nosren. T SIE VNG DECatE B er | deoth & necret until after the per- | NOWOE, s whrr? &iplv\dl-w!:l examining the 4:»-\::: haven't seen anything of e, 1‘:‘? ‘gﬁ:’*ﬁ“r‘::u“.“‘ hm;’.’:‘m‘;‘“u:}! m:’,‘.“!’.fl_e';.‘;‘f‘:f&“. o Mex Bis I":“‘;’ﬂf’:cuﬁ:’“‘fﬁ‘:d i e
thet time, 1 hadn't, and, naturally, I|formance? ptuno keyboard ncar glghtediy, strikes a | remember, x e et y | te g n s Wiy W roeri i . -
wnsn't golng to say wnat T had, ’ | Mrs. P.—Wall, T thought of that, toe; | key accldentally at climacterfe moments, | Jenny—No, sir. (Inte the telephone) looka Mhi‘r:-:n'shth';:t‘:n‘;:"w‘:?}?ig‘“"::‘; | u;t;.::‘e‘“’i}:'(‘f:'{ jou romething, Paula. :a:“l:t}:::- ‘11‘:5,,‘?‘“:,,,‘,‘2"“““'“"’“ to. ruas |
hitter—Certainly not. (ile turns and | but, you sce, it was threes days (he | Flnaliy Mre. Ritter comes in for her blg | Yes?—Ven, sir. (He watches her fear. P,.'::i c't“ t the left of thie center door.) M, j»‘ Ig.uh. i gl 4 |~ Mo, P >Well, ahae .“'“nl" ak home on !
1iels mor: b into the flreplace.) | nod#) and he was so vory well known. | scenc, und sha has hardly Begun to uttar | fully.) No, eir, she hasn't got home yel "\I A a“ —What hnppmind to yom, | the |'--r"s.-\'.f'}'n§.m the W_ru“rcs at | the hmg;._ ¥ |
Mre, Ritter—"Well,” sho sald, “poor| Mre  1%6ll enters. #he I8 to be |her tungy llnes when Ritter, who has| (She looks 4t him suddenly,) !1,.":1"..‘ X { dear! &u tisel G ear—Jenny, Jenny, Ritter—That's my argument ln & nute |
My, Sheppard has Just passed on.2 Well, | promptross, been standing in the rear on the stepe, | Hitter (Breathlessly)—What is it? Rilter Gooking -at Ber stoalP)=1ve |priges - come hore, Jermmy. Bure | ooy {s
lucklly 1 way sitting down at the time [, Mrs. Fell~Did [ tell you I saw Clara | groans and rolls downstalrs, His wife| Jenny (Into the telephone)—No, sir, peent you Sot. 7 | Ritter fafier g Ritter goes into a discugsion of “‘"1
o < postively think 1 eiould huve | Bheppurd -lay, Betty? (But Mrs |screams, and amid much excltoment the | he hasu't got home yet, nelther, Mra, R.—What? (He ralses his hand | yo meanin I“‘rr_fr-mln‘ lf_ound to 588 | riitle Theater movement, pointing out
vassed on myself. | Pampineill i« lost in thought and merely | unconsclous Ritter 1y carried to a weat, | Ritter (Apprehenstvoly)-—Do  they | .giamnly to Ler and passes lnto the |pg. “.“-,_.,_‘“-:._,, dn:nr%rl;e.;u fim:”’: B | (hat “the theater fan matter of quali- !
e e : : e e === Sl room and to the right, where :u rests | oioun ofr? A% FOUL | floations, the same an any other profes- |
"I" one hand upon the plano and looks at e . . slon," and that Mra, Pampinelll got In |
b H E P A N G S 0 F T H E U N C R I T I C I Z E D the floor as though all is lost) What's ﬂb:‘l.’;&y:’:& I torgot it, I was wo worrled | on the movement because it sounded |
G | the matter, Fred, did you have another Rittar—Yo " ' amart,
3 A PR > . of those spells that you had last Bight? Mrs, P~ I‘:':n:i-‘r“rrm?‘a P‘ﬂ':::q;‘ihwd Mrs., Ritter weepingly says she doesn't
I Alfred A. K y e T Tutter (sumking his head)—=Yes, only a |, S/00 - 1 18 | think ufter the abjectlons her husband
Alfred A. nopf hes just pub- Eminent Dramat'l';( (amussd by my |for a moment, and esk ourselves why he | lsh 1t.” Perhaps, efter & dozen re- great deal worse. has just volced that sho carca to go on

I{lttn!‘—-——-l""m'u all made up! and it's
coming off.

Mrn, P—Weoll, what | (1t 187

itter—1 den't want to be reminded

| Mra, R—~TIsn't that dreadful! What do
goes on writing his masterpleces. [| fusals o manager offers to p#f on hile | you think It 5. dosr?

glve threo reasons In the order of im- | play on condition that lLie alters the Ob'll Hil(“'i‘ir'-;"nd:::n lt‘:::n wa’i:a'ls‘d?id
DOHE o " H

with a enreer on the stage. This de-
cides Mrs., Pampinelll, the champlon of
woman's Individunlity, to retire, with
n parting shot.

lahed the gecond volume of A, A, |
Miine's plays—the colleclion con-
faining “The Romantio Ape,” which

Innoc
complaln I

nee)—My dear fellow you nesdn't

published sn unproducsd

I

| solation, “Anyway, 1 can nlvn pubs | managers whe refuse the

has just gone into rehearsal here |nl-ny a'little while ago and It dldn't get | portance: viously right (and unhappy) ending Inte f th how
' . r Mrs. R~Doad? [} At show, s —Onl . P 3
SR Leslic Howard and MNargelo |" ringle notice from anybody. (1) The ploasure of writing, or, more | the obviously foolish but happy ending| Ritter—What are all those flowers do~ | After Nelly Feil, the promptress, en- | thore wiil be ﬁe‘t‘:mmm:hﬂr‘:l’:auls-::ln?dnl— Coats and suits for men an
Gillmore in tha leading roles. The | Now I hope that, however slightly the | accurately, the hell of not writing. Ha | which will charm the public, ing here? e lo"';‘l H.!lte; J‘“ﬂ"hﬁf‘ Into o caustie {wre a thing of the past. (Whereupon g h: - d boots
somewhat plaintive introduction— | conversationn in the plays which follow | geth this anyhor, Does he, the artist, sucsumb? How 3:]"""' f“-"“:m'- ;;{fﬁ";‘: sz brAd "‘; prilioiem. 05 the pixyers. the cuckoo clock goes off again.) women—hats and boots—for
or most of it—is given here. | may move the dramatie crltle, be will at | (=) The appreciation of his yeers: his | 9857 1o toll himself Uikt hio must Kot his | rix up & 111Us surprive for me. r town and travel, woodland
By A. A. MILNE. LRI o e e wa by this littlo dialoguc. | 1000 of tmmortality; the criticlsm ufifl.:im:m ﬁhﬂﬁ;or:n::rh ot the e [ Nitier—Thay SROWIS. heve. LSRN “a | o ® | and fields
o . s s ¥e y y + ] 8 .
= NCOURAGED by the reviewer | ater are accustomned to read and some- | the experts; fame, publiclty, notortety. | two acts are as he wrota Il’utn'n.t amlluthr:: “{ir‘nlnrfl“:ns’\l;:dlmpr:dj'::‘:: ;ﬁ:":‘“ Awaltm O r Res nS T apEol i Uf o l’bed.
~4  who announced that the fn- |\t t0 make ridiculous accusations|swank, reclume-call &t what you will | it enly ta feel the thrill of the audience|Fred, trom friends of oury! ; Y tweeds, fleeces, camel’s hair— "
. . . | apuinst the theatrical manager. Wa con- | Pt It is ebvious that he cannot hnve % | 4y the grest scene bstween the burglar Ritior—Thev'ra tohons of sympathy 2 PR . v
treduction to my previous col- | ::t}‘l'll'l: the -;.»r:-lrmr'f'l trru-'w' II‘\]Ia..:-nu:--;-1 b | ‘\:';'r"l:" n‘]'::t‘l"“::‘;:?':-‘:: [!“ r““":‘ '}“’ “"‘:‘;“ad““ ;}lhﬂp (hip crtmtions!) ha rnl:m.t'.\n'; ‘what they arv AT Tt MONDAY. ﬂdl{‘g a.tt10 coats .“r'l":I mo{-flll‘
loetlon of plays was the bast part | ‘Wi not risk a loss of two or three hou- | o anager or publisher. | deaden his conmclence to the absur | A thers'a nobody dead, NN " el " coats; women s reversi
e book, I venturs 14 In!rn:[ium' sand pounds on the inteliectun] master.| (3 Money. If the masterpiece is Pub- | of & Rappy ending. But doss mr :J:;y '_.‘:t:: R.-But the n vy dea TIMES SQUARE THEATER—The Selwyns will present “The Fool, | : ]‘ed e ke e
this (‘oll&f"l.nln in ’: ‘-'imlla mar “‘_'r | place of a promising young dr‘amnllst.j"lhnd only, very littla: If produced, pos- | cumbd? No. Heroleally Ye tells him. i 'R“.,[rr (ralming Yl hand)=Oh, yes 4 play by Chasning Pollock. James Kirkwood, Pamela Gay- | ur-in o RO
But | it oy " . prafuriing to put on some contemptible | Sibly a grout deal. self: “Ahyway, | can publish It, and ¥| thers I8! thorne and Lowell Sherman head the cast, which includes Henry | The complete Abercrombie &
‘ut 1 shail bo careful not to overda | hut ponular rubbish wieteh {6 certain to| A8 I s8¥. ho gets his first reward, | am cortaln the erltics will agres with| Mra. R—Really, dear! St Frederick V . Fitch productions—the largest as-
S o e I A0 BODe: SRR SRSV [P0 § ter, But new wa tea that | anyhow,  But let us be Nonost with our | mo-that w=—=" But the critics are tog| Rillsr (poiting.at her)-Tou're dead! B g o ics VORIIE S e N cetisa’s sortments of sporting clothes in the
win from my critic some such tribute | s critle, that stern upholder | scives. How many of us would write | busy to bother about him, They are| You died to-night, down thera on tlmll MUSIC BOX—Sam H. Harris will present“Irvifig Berlin's “Music world Z
as, “Mr. Milne has certainly improved b 'f"'_’ rests of the Britfsh |our mulmrxlr}m.‘v;‘ o0 a desert lalund. with bhusy Informing the world that the Brit.| stage wt Horticaltural Hall! And wo | Box Rovue," postponed from last weck. g )
a8 a dramatist, In that his plays are will not risk slx shillings (and | Do possibillty of being rescued? Well, | ish drama ia going 0 the dogs and that! did everybody eolse thut was up there
now slkeht better tha | two or three hours of his time) | perhaps all of us, for we should feel P i | J . . Wwrit rN
ightly better than hls Intro 2 X roding et eel | no promising young dramatist over gets| With you! | TUESDAY, . rite for New Booklels
duction.” ot el Ry Rl s Bt Rl il o o b ool Mru, TLAWhy, how coud 1 be dead, || KLAW THEATER—Goldr&or and Mindlin will produce “The Last on Men's and Women's
I s " iecy of the promising you amatls ' 15— n on h o . . - . e
Sinc then T am trying 10 make | Ly L i i, Sacmaeie | bk Pl 1o S gt | pelc, 4 ERY Dore (40 T am alrng no| . when I'm bers wiking to, youl || " Wurning” u melodrama in thrée acts by Thomes F. Falion, Outdoor Clthes
this prafnce as distasteful aw possible whethor tha manager really e rnfu.-!ni;| —might be recoversd later by somé }:’“u“ Yng m rli-',“ Swﬂfﬂ any l‘lfl-u out erying.) Fred, ia “.‘l'l'lbh & 8 | founded on Wadsworth Camp's novel, “The House of Fear.” The
!‘,' order ums tie plays may shine out | musterplecer or no, He will not risk alx | lternry sea cuptaln,  (As 1t might |,'._' agninst the crities, ",: mm::',.:"“,;: you thin U.'n':.'f i | cast 1g hended by William Courtlelgh and includes Ann Mason,
the more I-;?‘h!ﬂlll“_'}" I shall begth -h'l!lrmfl In '-“.-1".- to oncourage that| Conrad.) TDiut how many of us would publle, the world than I, and whatevar| RItter~The human braln can enly Clarence Derwont and Charles Trowbrldge. 1
(how better?) with an attack on the | Promisi mng dramatist—discouraged | Writs masterpleces If we had to burn right I have [ remounce (n return for| *tend no much! | le
dramitic eritlen. I will relate a lttle ":,"I'.;”r‘l” ":"""";"" poar ;"’"'11"1“ Il hopes | them Immodiately afterward, or If we | the good things which I have recelved “ﬁ"- Ritter, "h“l“';’ h‘;,’ h""l another | WEDNESDAY. ’
. ’ a e ahil forlune-—hy e wt | wera alone u ® worle W | - iy o) "
:ﬂte:;“:ul::;:,;Tﬁ;g?ﬂ-g::f :,}:‘r IsT'.‘. he 4 right und 'h;t M: ;Iaj':‘ﬂf"'ﬁm\i :I':l | \“ir’l :l‘ :J:'ﬂr:l n-_rwmﬂ:‘l-l?“ lirj:;l!‘lll\n\-r;nh‘:a:u:o mlt!:‘::n.of Bb:: lcl'lﬂ.‘o ﬂﬂt’ ':‘.‘:‘."ﬂ";f:lu‘:: “;“l:l‘tl;“::n!: :2.0::! "‘u!:‘hli}eta” FIFTY-NINTH #TRBET THEATER—Wiiljam A, Brady will present & thh Co.
Bithrben ":‘)”m and s very S :‘::"-. zr;:\;:_' .. o lwnrrr;m.-lw fo provent | wiile? Could we bear not to write? Tt the ease of all dramatists it fa the bui- you! “"rha:r':“?‘e;l;l:m gnmoun dc:mror | “The Insect Comedy.” adapted from the Czecho-Slovakian of || EZra st Filord, cendent
. tim i wasting any more of his voutt ot [ L] : 3 . ! 0, ; ¥ - "
Rnt Eransattet. o g Spgin by Turfﬁ-h o Jou :?..l‘ r;:r:::- “Tlis::!:l:;t’.‘LI:tE__\‘iT ru?‘ admit e of I.h:dllnmnuu eritics to review :2;: mr'“'m Bt . it o iy Josef and Karel Capek by Owen Davis, In a prelude, threo acts Madison Avenue and 45t Strost
Wrminent Dramatist (kindly)—Tour | suited. No, he will not rink his ehillings, | ond roward that tears at uw, :ndl“I:.:— ;';e y :':r d pliys '1{;: published. | 8o, TR _Well, just Ist him come over and an epilogue the Iife of man {s paralleled by that of insects. New York
brok seema to have been well reviewed. | but he will write un tmoortant (and, let | Ing It, we should lose cournge. cle- - m‘:m“:ﬂornhm. :{u dﬂmﬂ::;o;gl and gea you, dear. | The cast dncludes Robert Edeson, Kenneth MacKenna, Mabel
, Mynelt (ongratatully) ~Not bad—by | us hope, wall rewarded) nrticia jnform- | ' So when the promieing young dramate | Lend (WAt they take amy rel Tt o |  Ritter—What would T let him come Withee, Vinton Freediey, Beatrice Maude and N. St. Clair Hales. “Where the Blazed Trail
hows whe reviewed It. Bat t doubt If 1t | ing us that the Britlah drama ls going | st has his play rofussd by British drams. B - w|over and see mo for? There's nothing INCH AND JUDY THEATER o 5
waa notleed by more thun three regu'ar | fo the dogd and that no promising young | —afier w;'rn'; “svasks lm ;“”-1!! m.".“’: the ..r:.i" " Lt ut I say “review, the matter with mao! , | P D F. Ray Goetz offers “Persons Un- ('rosses the Boﬂfmrdr
G!‘Mllh;lc critles.  And conwidering that | dramntist fs ever given n fair chanes, | hope und feat unr:-rlu;m_\-‘m.lﬂ{;“;'l‘llsr :r::ln: If‘:’h. Fl.”‘:::'“‘l’l:l‘n;"ﬂh" h,a:ﬂ “ni FESTEN. JVa, &3 Sl Ay § | CHONES | Y SIS TOAIL Tt TR S e e
two of the plays (n It had never boen Ahsurd, fsn't 4t? : b % - f: ghonst h oast.
produced . . . | fet de anki this young Aramatist dirappointment—ho has this great con 'by damniog do so much ijmu{n. h:;“u,_mt.. nothing! T've simply | end the _
[ 18 e peare. J _

. -




